Howl to the Wind 


Author: Shayi 

Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Rob Trujillo 
Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Sat Apr 12 2008 13:53:35 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Howl to the Wind 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s a little odd-l guess I\'m trying to get my hand back in a bit with one shot stories! 


The room was filled with moonlight, casting everything into stark, harsh contrasts, the shadows deep and black 
as pitch. The wind outside howled around, screaming through the eaves of the house like a soul in torment, 
shaking the trees, bending their branches, shrieking across the open expanse of ground before the house. In 
the distance lay the sea, whipped up into a frenzy, a foaming mass of white mountains pounding inexorably 


against the shore and the cliffs, as though trying to move the very foundations of the earth. 


Standing at the window of the bedroom watching the unfolding of the wild night before him was a dark haired 
man, his whiskey brown eyes unreadable as he gazed out. He could not sleep that night and had given up 
trying, knowing just how futile it was. The wind outside was too intense and there was a heavy sense of 
foreboding in the air that seemed to press down upon him like a lead veil. The usual calm that he held within 
him was gone, replaced instead with an anticipation, a shot of tension and of something akin to dread, mingled 
with expectation. It was a potent mixture and was evident in every hard, tense line of his body as he stood 


there. He knew what was coming to him that night. 


It happened no matter where he was, whenever the winds were howling, the sea was wild and it seemed as 
though a storm was on the way. That meant that it could happen, could come to him several times in one 
month, or be months, even a year apart. But it would come. It had started at the time that he had turned I8. 
At that young age he'd been both scared and thrilled by it all. Now, in his early forties he still greeted it with 
a mixture of emotions. Once he had tried to explain it to his then bandmates, the marks that appeared on his 
body the night after a particularly vicious storm, but they had merely laughed, saying that they knew already, 
that it was just some crazy groupie. After that he hadn't bothered to try and explain, he had merely 
shrugged off their ribbing with a goodnatured grin and let them think what they wanted. 


Now, with the band that he had joined, he had received some strange sidelong looks from Lars and from Kirk, 
but neither had asked outright what was going on, and he had never volunteered the information. What truly 
happened was something that even he had trouble believing in, in understanding. That which visited him when 
the savage weather threatened to tear things apart was not of this world, it was something else entirely, 
something that appalled, fascinated and enthralled him. And now he just stood waiting as the howling winds 
outside built themselves up to fever pitch. 


Rob ran one hand through his long black hair, allowed to fall loose to his waist as he stood there, caressing the 
warm, golden tan skin of his bare back. He took a few slow, deep breaths, concentrating on nothing but the 
warm air of the bedroom flowing in and out of his lungs in a steady rhythm. Even as he did so the air became 
more heavily charged, everything seeming heavier, thicker, as though he was moving in a strange fog. The 
storm continued unabated but inside everything that he tried to focus on appeared distorted. He stood his 
ground however, dark eyes watchful, just waiting. 


The French windows pushed open, shattering with the force that they hit the walls on either side as the wind 
screamed through the bedroom, finally the force of the outside had come in, bringing with it that which Rob 
had learnt to expect. Debris was scattered about the room as the wind did its work, howling like a banshee as 
it streamed all around him. Rob did not move, instead kept his eyes fixed on the now open windows, watching 


and waiting. 


He did not have to wait long. A shape appeared at the open window, almost human in appearance, but in reality 
anything but. The figure drew closer, finally entering the room in a swirl of wind, bringing with it the harsh 
tang of brine from the sea, the electric scent of ozone and the freshness of the wind that was cool and crisp 


as it assailed his senses. 


Rob let all this sink in, feeling himself falling into the familiar rhythm of the encounter. Coming towards him 
was a woman, a creature who looked like a female, but who in truth was like nothing else upon the planet. Her 
grey eyes had no pupils, and were the grey of storm lashed sea Her skin was pale, almost translucent, her 
hair seemingly made of twisting wind tossed strands of water. The robes that she wore were ragged, torn by 
the howling gales, the grey green of the sea itself, clinging to her breasts and hips, swirling about her. A smile 
was curving her lips as she looked at him, her eyes focused unwaveringly upon him. There was an intensity in 


her gaze that was almost unnerving and would have been so if he had not seen it so many times before. 


She moved towards him slowly, her bare feet making no sound on the wooden floor. She moved with a sinuous 
grace as otherworldly as she was. For all her bizarre appearance there was a strange wild beauty about her, 
the same beauty that was to be found in leaden skies over heavy churning seas as a storm took hold. She was 
as hard as granite, both in her expression at that moment and in the appearance of the lean planes of her 
body. She let out a scream of triumph, her body dissolving into the wind that swirled about the room, her 
voice echoing all around him, changing in pitch and tempo from a howling keen of victory to a primal throbbing 


melody in her own tongue, driven by an energy as wild as she. 


As he stood there, solid and unmoving, Rob could feel a tremor run through him at the sound, the hairs 
standing up on the back of his neck. Every other consideration faded into the background, nothing else existed 
for him, save the here and now, the ancient energy that flooded the room and the creature who once again 
stood before him, watching him with a secretive smile on her lips. She rarely ever spoke and when she did it 
was in the twisting, sinuous language of her people, whoever and whatever they were. Now was no exception 
She said something, the words meaning nothing to him but the tone of voice showing him clearly what she 
wanted. He felt the heat rise within him, animal lust and need coursing through his veins as he took her 


outstretched hand, feeling it cold within his, beneath the fire that drove him. 


She was unresisting as he pulled her towards the bed, the same smile still playing across her lips as she slid 
up across the wind turned covers, laying back with something approaching a laugh. Rob growled low in his 
throat, a sub-conscious reaction to the sight of her and she chuckled audibly, holding out one slender hand to 
keep him back. Rob pulled back slightly and in one lithe movement she got to her feet, standing on the bed, 


looking down at Rob who was knelt before her, unable to tear his gaze away. 


Lightly she ran her fingers across his hair, letting a shiver run through her at the pleasure of the silky feel 
of it. Abruptly she stopped, her body as still as a statue in which position she paused before beginning once 
again to move, this time differently however, a rippling dance, snake-like and seductive as she began to shed 
her clothes. It both invited him in and kept him at a distance, an observer, one who was privy to a ritual that 


no other saw. 


It was a dance that aroused him, made him burn with desire for the strange creature before him, the 
creature who although not human, was sensuous and beautiful. Slowly she revealed her skin to him, pale and 
smooth, soft to the touch and cool, always cool like the touch of the sea on the shore. Her hair, if it could be 
called that was long, hanging down over her breasts, hiding them from view so that all he was able to see was 
the hint of a curve, tantalising. She arched back, letting her hair swing back over her shoulders, exposing 


herself before him, wanton and beautiful to his gaze the strange wild creature. 


She looked at him for a few seconds, strange expression on her face, her grey eyes fixed upon his, the gaze 
disconcerting. She made a slight gesture towards him, while the wind continued to swirl about them. He 
hesitated for a split second and she laughed, coming forwards, her capable hands ripping his shirt apart, 
stripping him until he was as naked as she. 


And then she kissed him. She kissed him and any doubt that he might have had was gone, any feelings of 


surreality were taken away by the fact that she was real, she was there, and her cool hands were upon him, 


her soft lips on his. And she tasted like the sea, like the freshness of the air after a long rain, like something 
wild and free that got into his blood and made him crave it still more. He felt her nails dig into his skin and she 


smiled as she pulled away, her hand straying lower, teasing him, waiting for that moment when he would snap. 


When it came as it always did, when he could not take any more he pinned her down, pleasuring her until she 
cried out in her alien tongue and then and only then did he take her, take her as though there would never be 
anything else in the world to follow, until neither of them could think, until the only thing left to them was the 
animal instinct that drove them both to the point of oblivion and to the point of release. 


It was in those moments everything that was missing from his life that he did not even know was not there. It 
filled him heart mind and soul and he was whole and he was free. It was a feeling that came at no other time 
in his life and always, always it was something that he would crave, that he would need. He did not need 
anything else in those moments. Nothing else mattered, not the band, not the surf, not the snow, nothing. All 
that mattered was the feeling of strange freedom that he experienced while he was with the woman, whoever 


and whatever she was. 


As they met in a swirl of passion and need so the winds raised, threatening almost to tear the building apart 
swirling around them and over them until they were a part of the storm themselves, unable to tear 
themselves free. Then finally, when they were spent, they lay together, his heat and her cool, fire and water 
entwined as the storm calmed about them both. 


Usually it was at that moment that she would leave, get up in a fluid motion, look at him once and then walk 


away without another backward glance, leaving him feeling both sated and bereft. 
This time she did not. 


Rob raised himself up on one elbow, looking into those strange grey eyes that seemed to pierce down to his 


soul. "You're still here." He murmured, voice husky from sex and the languid sleepy sensation that was filtering 


through his body. 


| never wish to leave you," she replied softly, the words accented but easily understood. She saw his look of 
shock and shook her head almost sadly. "So long as | do not speak in your tongue, you could not ever know me. 


Could not feel for me what | feel for you." 


"You think | cannot?" asked Rob softly, running his fingers down one side of her face, the look in his own a 
mixture of sorrow, of want, of gentle acceptance and something deeper, something that spoke of the 
connection that was between them, the thing that he could never forget, never wished to forget, that which 
was in its own strange way a kind of love. 


She smiled at him. "You know that with no storm | must leave," she whispered, shifting slightly as though to 
get up. 


Rob nodded slowly. "I know you must. | wish that you did not have to though," he said with a soft chagrin, a 


feeling of loss dragging over him. 


She nodded, white tears glistening in her eyes as she reached out to him once more, pressing a soft kiss to his 
lips, at odds with the hard, passionate, needy sex of earlier, the bloodied marks still showing on both their 
bodies. "You know that | will be back." 


"It's the fact you have to leave." 


"I know.." A soft sigh escaped her as the now gentle breeze flowed through the room, playing across their skin, 
her mood calmed with the weather itself. As changeable as she. "One day maybe | will find a way to be here 
always, in this world always. But | know not. Always | will be here when the storms blow strong. And always 


you will feel my touch when the breezes stray around you. | am there, Rob. | will always be there." 

"| will wait for you. One day, we will have forever." 

She nodded, smiling as she stood up, pulling her robes about her once more. Rob stood also, watching in silence 
as she made her quiet way across the room, with no backward glance, out into the breaking dawn light. Even 
as she left she began to fade, becoming another part of the breeze that swept the place. And for a second, he 
could hear her voice borne across on that wind, singing softly, something that made him smile. 


He would wait. 


The End. 


